fbt Tngtdietflhmlet 

Get you a place. 

King. How fares ouc Coufin Hamlet l 
Ham. Excellent Ifarth. 

Of the Camelions difh, I eat the aire, 

Fromif-cratn’d,you cannot feed Capons fo. 

Kwg. I haue nothing withthis anfwer Hamlet , 

Thele words are not mine. 

Ham. No nor mine now my Lord. 

You playd once i'ch the Voiuerficie you fay. 

Pel. That did I my Lord, and was accounted a good A&or, 
Haas. What did you ena<ft? . 

Pol, I did cna$ Inline Cafar, I was kild j’ch Capital!, 

“Brutus kild me. • . ... r • . ... i 

Ham. It was a brute part of him to kill fo capitals ealfe there,. 

Be the Play ers readic ? 

Rof. I my Lord, they flay vponyour patience. 

Ger. Come hither my deare Hamlet, fit by me. 

Ham. No good mother here’s mettle more attca&iuc. 

Pel. O, oh, doe you maike that. 

Bam. Ladie (hall lie in your lap ? 

Opbe., No my Lord. ^ v 

Ham. Doe you thinke I meant Countrie matters? 

Opbe. I thinke nothing my Lord. 

//dwThat’s a faire thought to lie between maids legs. 

Opbe. What is my Lord ? 

Ham. Nothing. I'-O 

Opbe. You arc merrie my Lord; 

Ham. Who I? 

Ham. O God ! your onely Iigge-maker.what ftoulda man do 
but be merrie, for looke you how cherefully my mother lookes, 
and my father died within’s two houres. 

Opbe. Nay, tis twice two moneths my Lord. 

Ham. So long, nay then let the Deuill weare black, for Ilehaue 
a Sure of Sables; O heauens, die two moneths ago, and not for- 
gotten yet.thifo there’s hope a great mans memone may out-hue 
his li fe halfe a yeare,but bet Ladie a mul+Ludd C hurches t , 

clfe iball a fi ffer not thinking on, with the Hobby-horfe, whoi 
Epitaph is, for O, for O, the Hobby-horfe n forgot. 


Enttr 


■ 


Prince o/'DeniTiarke, 

The Trumpets found. Dumbefhow followes. 

Enter a King and a Queene, the Queene embracing him, and he her % , 
he takes her vp, and declines his head vpon her necke, be lies hm downe 
Ivon a banks of flowers, (bee feeing himajleepe, leaueshm : anon comes 

■ lanotht rman,take' -so) f his Crown, k>fcs it, pours p^ 

eares and leaues him : the Queene returnet , finds the King dead, mattes 
paffionate attion, the poy finer with feme three orfoure comes m agatne , 
feem to condole with her, the dead body is carried away, the pot finer woes 
the fifteen with gifts, [he ferns harfis awhile, but "tn the end acceps lone. 



Oph. What meanes this my Lord ? 

Ham. Marry it is munching Adallicojt meanes milcheite. 

Oph, Belike this (how imports the argument of the Play. 

Ham. We fhall know by this fellow, Enter prologue. 

The Players cannot keepe they’le tell all. 

Ophe. Will a tell vs what this (how meant ? 
fin. !,oratiy (how that you will (how him,benot you alham’d 
to (hoV,hec)e not (hame to tell you what it meanes. 

Oph. You are naught, you are naught, lie markc the Play.. 
Prologue. For vs and for our Tregedy, 

Hcere (looping to.your clemencie, 

We begge your hearing patiently-. 

Bam. Is this a Prologue or the pofie of a Ring? 

Ophe. Tisbriefemy Lord. 

Ham. As womans loue. 

Enter King and Queene. 

King. Full thirty time* hath Phoebus Cart gone round 
NeptunesCAt wa(h,and Tellus orb’d the ground. 

And thitty dofen Moones with borrowed (lieene 
About the world haue times cwelue thirties beenc 
Since Loue our hearts v and Hymen did our Hands 
Vnite comutu. 11 in mod facrcd bands. 

flnee. So many iourncyes may the Sun and Moon 
Make vs againe count ot e ere loue be do^e, 

But woe is me you aie fo ficke of late. 

So farre from cheere, and from your former Hate, 

That 1 diftruU you, yet though I diftrull, 

Diicumforcyoumy Lord it nothing mull. ^ 
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